124             AFTER    THESE     MANY    QUESTS
Night after night, when I approached him with my ever-recurring inquiry for the third or fourth time, he would reply, with a monotonous economy of language : " The flippin' Navy is on page so-and-so." It was full compensation when the Royal Navy rescued me from Leros.
This was a night job, which kept me at the office until one o'clock every morning. We lived at Holland Park and I travelled home on the No. 9 bus with fellow journalists. A frequent companion was Charles Morgan, then dramatic critic of The Times, who lived at Netting Hill. He revealed himself, in conversation, as the most painstaking and conscientious of craftsmen. Sometimes he would struggle for weeks with a passage in one of his books, writing and re-writing. He was the living embodiment of the truth that genius is one part inspiration and ninety-nine perspiration.
Morgan also gave me financial tips, though, alas, I had no money to follow them up. Then one night he yawned capaciously and said: "This journey's infernally tedious." I took this as a poor compliment to my conversation. Producing a copy of his book The Fountain from under my arm, I retorted : "It was all right for me till I started reading The Fountain.''' He was highly amused, fondled the book lovingly, and then, at my request, autographed it, adding the words "On a bus, 1 a.m."
It was upside-down, in type on the stone, that I read most of the headlines of the hysterical period of Hitler's rise. The headings looked no less ominous the right way up in the following morning's paper. Soon the whole world was to be upside-down, and inside me I knew it, yet clung tenaciously to hope and applauded the efforts of Mr. Chamberlain for peace.
Meanwhile, despite the feeling of kinship with the Gadarene swine, personal ambition still smouldered, and was fanned by the report of the Government's Television Committee which recommended, in 1934, that the B.B.C. should start a high-definition service. It not merely revived my interest but now roused a real enthusiasm for radio. As I had been writing occasionally for the New York Times on the subject, I had kept my contacts with the B.B.C., and